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EN million posters and display cards designed in the spirit of “no compromise
with the Hun" were prepared by the Bureau of Publicity of the Treasury De-
partment for the Fourth Liberty Loan campaign, which began yesterday. The

designs are eleven in number, ten of them being pictorial in their appeals, and the

cleventh, a card, carrying a representation of the Fourth Liberty loan button and
exhorting every loyal American to wear the button as a badge of honor.
All of the designs were contributed—these three by J. Allen St. John,

Scoft Williams and Walter Whitehead,

ou Go Your Eye Encounters Invitations .to Share
he Glory * of the Victorious

J.

. New Angle to the!

ames Criticism

HEN the cénversation lapses
peunle turn to Henry James.
He is always good for an hour
1lis

style—always his style—his subjocts, his

or two of disagreement.

nsyehologic realism, his dialogue, hi

of actoalidy—all this is the Jacobean ma-
terial for conversation,
The “Little Review™

Henry James number, and F

has gout out a

a Pound,
who went to England to live from {he
United Stites as James did, coniritutss
a new angle to the James cri

75 a strikingr angle, Lecaugss iz dise

more than ever how muoch the novelist
fell the failure of America to strike for
{freedom before he died. Mr. Pound
Wriles:

SNo man why has ot

Ived on both sides

Atlentie ean well appraize llenry
253 bis death marks the ead of a period.

Times' 8 ‘The Americans Hi
understand his changing hiz nationality,! or
something of that It

sort.. 1 *‘Amerieans’

will understand nothin sover about
it They have understood ng sbout it
They do not even know what they lost.
They have not stopped for eight minutes

to consider the meampg of his last public
ael. After a year of ccaseless lubor, of let-

ter writing, of

it

arpument, of strivine

every way to bring in Ameriea on the si
of eivilization, he di
side of eivi

d of apoplexy.

atron—ueiviiie i
Barism; ¢ivilization, not Uienin, 1ot

Heoun-
try or countries where the right always
prevails in six weeks!  Afler ifetime

| tbout something,

spent an trying Lo make two continents un- |

derstand cach other, in trying  wnd only his

thoughitful readers can have any conception
af how he had tried

to: make thrie nations

inteligible one to another! § am tired of
hearing  pettiness  talked  about  Henry
Jamesa's style. The subjeet has been dise
cussed enourh in all conscience, alone with
the minor Jumes, What 1 have nob heard
id any werd of the mujor Jumes, of the
hoater of tyranny; book after curly book
agamst oppression, agamnst all the sordid,
petty, personul, crushing oppres#ion, (he

domination of modern life, not worked out
in the dingrams of Ureek trogedy, not
labelled fepos’ or “Eschylus' The out-

bursts in *The Tragie Muse,” the whale of
Tuin the
personal liberty, the rig

liberty,

= of the indivi

of Sendw,” huniin

*The

ol apninst all sorts of intaneible bonwdaee

The passion of it, the continunl passion of
itoin this man who, fools said, dida't el
1 have never yel found o man of omotion
agninst whom (diots di

“And the great lalor, this lubor of trans-

ny rutse this ery,

lation, of making Amorics ntel eible, of
making it possible for individunisd 1o meot
deross nutional borders! b othink hulf thHe
American idiom 1% reco n Henry
James’s writing, and whole decndes of
American life that otherwise would nave
been utterly lost, wasted, rotting in the
unhermetic jars of bad writing, of in-
acenrate writing!  No Eanglish reader will

ever know how pood are his New York and
his New England; no one who dovs ot se
his grandmother’s friends in the puges of |
the American books, The frreat |
assaying and weighing, the rescarch {or the
significance of natignality, French, Engilsh, |

wiola

e ] . |
American—no ong SdemgE ta Gilk of these |
[i:i'.;:-,

SHUAH extraorimary old woman, one of

the few poople

» are really doing any
thing gool" There were the cobwebs about

connaieserrahi

iy ceten bat what de y

some yokel writes in the villase

Henley  had written  bhefore,

SEULE wus nol wortlh dojng! Henlew

pretty eompletely.  Ameriea bas

dotred that never in history Nas

one of Wur proat mien abandoned his citizen-
shap dut of eshame. It was the last aet

the lust thing left. Mo had worked all his

1 Tor the mation and for a vear he had

nored for the wati I honer,  No other

American wis of sufficiont importance for

nis ehange of allogiance to have constituged

an aniernabionsl aet; ne other Amuerican

would have been woletme in the same puh-

liec manner.  America passes over thesc

thirgs, bat the thoughtlul cannot pasy oyor

them.”

Here and There in the S. O. S.

7 VHEY are still talking about the
alg] in the
Se O 8. tidking of it as thourh
it were o hideous nightmare, ree-
olleetions of which still fill the mind with
vilgue amd unholy terrors, But some-

UNVETZCS cip down

bimes they only joke about it

“We borrowed one part of our uni-
form fromn the British,” said an officer
hioh enouael up to know what he was
“We borrowed another
part; from the Freneh, And we borrowed
still another part from ourselves. But
didn't borrow the ald overseds cap.
We policed if."”

lking ahout.

Ve

These long summer twilichts are all
rig i their ¢, bud they raise hob
with ¥, AL movie shows. Taps is sounded
before ot g quite dark, so the movies
have to be shown at the tail-end of sun-
set or not at all. You look at the sereen
for a few minutes, and if your evesight

hu WLy

is exceptionally rood you really are able
to see something stirring, A few hardier
souls laugh and clap to convey the im-
pression that they actually can follow
the picture.

Darkness could by securel at the ex-
pense of ventilation, but every one wants
the wventilation—even the fellows who
tried to have every in  the
Adrian  barracks kept shut  last
winter,

window
tight

Nurses may be second lieutenants, or
first lieutenants, or even hrigadier gen-
erals, one and all, for anything we
know to the contrary, but their lives are
not for that reason all limousines and
carnations. When a squad, or platoon,
or company leaves one town, they all
ride down to the station in Q. M. trucks
—and they don’t sit down, either.

The cigarette shortage reported from

various quarters of the 8. 0. S, is due
w0 the, diversion of large shipments to
troops at the front.
age of the

A certain percent-

“tatlor-mades” available is

i being allotted to the men of the 8. 0. 8.

but not as much as formerly, The de-

| fivigney is being made up with “the
makin's." ———
When, months aro, Americans first

| they were going {o stay,

beran to flock into a certain S, 0.
¢ity, the

B,
populace wondered how longe
They intimit-
ed, very politely, that the front was some
distance further to the north and east,
But now that the Yanks have come and

are giving a good aceount of them-
selves, Americans enjoy no greater
popularity anywhere in France. (o into

a store in that city, and you can't bhuy
anything until monsicur le patron has
read vou, in a perfect fervor of enthu-
siasm, the American communique.
From Stars and Stripes

the Writ

SHADOW, it seems, has again
been cast upon the immortality
of the immortal William, as the

| really important, something

| Why Shakespeare Qult

world in peneral will continue

tu eall him: and a writer in “The Na-
tion,” who cites this latesy case, is moved
to appeal for the formation of a society
e

for the pratection of Shakespeuare.

writes:

“AL last, ufter centuries of gnawing won-
der, the world Knows why Shakespeure left
us =0 slight a literary product.
that after dushing off the lrn‘!:‘.- of prguant
Juvenilin thit has come down to s, he was

sefzed with writer's eramps  and  quit

ceased writing and retired te Stratford in

the prime of life, just when his powers

It appears l

were maturing to the peoint of something

THE BACHELOR—A French War Story

more  than  bwenty vears

OR

Christophe Mausriard had {ak
en his meals in the same little
restavrant in the Hue Yavienne
Ministry of Public Recrcations
bureau chief. He
Wits 8 man already growing eray, austere
in u and with {the haliy
contracling face to make peonle
that wits thinking  deeply
3ut that was an or-
Maugreéard never ‘thoueht

near the
mn

which he wus a

predrancy of

Lis
lieliove he
rOr. M.
about anything.

He passed for an eroist beeause he
had never married, * He had, however,
in his vouth loved a friend from child-
hood, whose name was Rose Clapellet,
But Rose (lapellet had married a liea-
tenant of hussars, Thiy mishap had not
overwhelmed M. Maugreard with an in-
appeasable and romantic sorrow, Never-
theless, sinee he hud always dreamed
of living with Mlle, Rose Clupellet and
with no other woman, he had renounced
all wdea of marrviage.

He had lived a life without either
joy or sadness.  He attended to cur
rent business in the Ministry of Publie
Recreations, which 18 celebrated all over
Franee for the soporific which
it devotes to the onterprises which it
has in hand.  On Sundays he went to

He didn't care much for those

energy

citharets,

places;, because he couldn’t understand
a4 quarter of the pleasantries and al-
lusions which the performers dealt in,

But it seemed to him that he was par-
ticiputing there in the luxuries and pleas-
ures of the life of a man about town.
So his existence ran along unconsciously
and uneventfully.

the war came. 1t was an
unexpected upset in the life of M, Man-
Such an event compelled him
There was then something in

Une day

greard.
to think.

| fever as, he was,

Jor winipoathy,

Mo Meaigrivrd's onge

Fltlman Jr’f-u-l', tho

Herve s o stovy with o pleasant toueh of war payeliology.
Homalkes eyoivin vepellent even to the confirmed ego
is that of many others without ties of diffection, T wliom the war hus awalened w desirn 1o
joys and soyvows of the world about them.

atithor, stands Nigh in the new galazy of short stor

fivel o broden outlet for their emotions and a larger shure in the

st

By EDMOND JALOUX

Translated by William L. McPherson
(Cogryright, 1918, New York Tribune Ine.)

War wears down seliishness and creates nel eradings

4.

weriters e Brance.

the world—a vast community of re-
menmbrances, hopes and labers—which
mterested hing more than his own iso-
labed In this vast disturbance
he beeame conscious of a4 new force, e

».':-e'ug.ll_\'.

with his gentle smile of other days: ‘No.
I assure you, I suffer very little; T am
very well cared for here.” They are so
good to him, those ladies. Beef juice

| and quinine at every meul, and little |

followed with dread the enemy’s maveh |

an 'nris, which seemed to be irvosistible,
He wept with joy when the black eagle
broke its wings on the Marne and becan
tu eetire, drageing them behind him, but
s1ill the pursuers with
voracions beak.

threate

1 his
of agony in France, for evervwhere, of-
ten after a week's painful travel, the
wounmnided beesin to flow back toward the
south. M. Mauweeard felt a preat
weight abiout his heart—a great void of
anguish,

At the restaurant in the Rue Vivienne

one «day he heard at the next tuble a
conversation which mude a creat im-
pression on hime A lady of about fifty
vears, with white hair. who must once

have been beautiful and who still showed
in her faded fuace o certain depth of

Then followed a period !

areient feeling, was speaking very rapid- |

¥ in o voice which trembled a little.

“But, anyway, he iz alive. [ have
scen Wim! I have seen him! The poor
child! 1 could scarcely recoonize him.

He seemed to have come out of § very
hell. shrunken and all burned up with
But he said to me

cakes!"

“Is his wound very serious?”

“I don't know exactly. But it seems
not. He hud a bullet in his thigh. But
they had alveady extracted if"

Then M. Maugréard felt more cruelly
than ever his solitude. He was detached
from the world, He had no children and
ne relatives, I-Iver:."l.\m[}‘ olse suffered,
He alone remained indifferent —except
in thought—to the nation's sorrow. Ah!
How he would have liked, ul this Mo«
ment to be accosted and questioned as
all the others were, ull the people in his
quarter, to whom one said: “Well, what's
the news?” and who answered: “I have
just received a letter, Things are po-
ing well; things are going very well. 1le
is' full of confidence.” What would he
not have given—he, Christophe Maugre-
ard—to be able to speak thus!

After that he talked every day with
his neighbor at the next table. Her
name was Mme. Cornilleau. She was a
cashier in' a big shop, Her husband
had died young, and she had worked
hard to bring up the son who had been
wounded and was now getting well. She

e ———

spoke of him with =0 much pride, so
much joy! And each day she read his
letters to M. Mauwréard,

The son left the hospital at lust and
had a convalescent's furloush of some
days, during which time Mme. Cornil-
leau didn’t appear at the restaurant,
And M. Mauervéard crew depressad at
that, as if he had suddenly lost some-
thing ovut of his life,

When Pierre Cornilleay returned to
the front M. Maueréard hourht o box
of cigars—Ronieo and Juliets, let me

tell you—and sent it to him, The voung
man acknowledged the gift, and the old
bureau chief experienced a tender feel-
ing of consolation in receading that hue-
ried letter, written during
ment.

4 bombard-

After a while the soldier came lone
on leave. He was handsome. ray and
radiant, and had besides an air of wis-
dom—a sort of St George, Mme,
Cornilleau invited her neighbor to take
breakfust with them in her little apart-
ment.
pagne and The

sweetmeats, mother

¢ gazed at her big boy with evstusy. When

they clinked glasses M, Maugreard had
tears in his eyes. It seemed to him that

he had found a relative, a friend of |

long acquaintance, in this Pierre Cornil-

They had a roast of veal, cham- |

leau, of whose very existence he was
oblivious only six months ago,

The day after the expiration of the
furlough the bureau chief ealled on
Mme. Cornilleau. Seated in a corner of
the dining roon, she was softly weeping,

"I came,” M. Maugréard stammered,
that would not feel all alone
evening. I, too, am very sad. 1

It

E0 you

this

am so much attached to your =on.

pier since I have known him,
ous, isn't it?"
“You

eroard!"

It is curi-

are so  kind,

Monsieur Mau-

“I didn't used to be,

s,

I have become

He stopped, dropped into a deep rev-
eric for a moment, and then said sud-
denly:

“Mme. Cornilleau, for some weeks
pitst T have had something on iy mind."”

“What is that?”

“We uare both of us alone. 1 have so
much respect and esteem for you and
so much fondness for Plerre. What do
you say? Couldn't we get married? We
could both write him and await his un-
swer.  We should have a bond in com-
mon in loving hin, Say ves, Mnie,
Cornilleau. It would be a charity to me,
vou know."

“1, too, Monsieur Maugréard, love you
very much. And Pierre will be happy,
I believe, to know that I am no longer
alome.”

They were silent, It became dark.
Mme. Cornilleau extended her hand to M.
Maugréard. He kissed it respectfully,
and looked at it resting in his own,
softened by the thought that now he
would have his share of affectian, and,
above all, in this hour of unrest and suf-
fering, his share of intimate concermn.

seens to me that I have been much hap- |

L)

t might have

redeemed the promise of his youth. One
Dr. Ralph Leftwich, the

address before the Urban Club of London,

in course of sn
1# reported to have exhibited facsimiles of
the budding dramatist's handwriting and
to have adduced eighteen picces of evidence
tu show that the calamity befell sbout the
1611, when
‘The Tempest,” was being put en the ztage.
The newspaper report does not say what
kind of evidence it was that Dr. Leftwick
submitied, and we must take his word for

VEaT Shakespeare’s last play,

the truth of the alleged facts,

“But in aceepting his word we confess to
a frankly churlish spirit, Must we embit-
ter our souls by contemplation of the un-
written treasures which Shakespeare must
have carried about with him in petto as he
moved along the prosaic snd rather odor-
iferous routine of life in the rural England
of Elizabeth’s day? Was it really the fail-
ure of a few muscles and some overstrained
nerves that cost the world so desr? There
18 something inglorious, slmost unbecom-
If

mankind's hopes and desires for more of

ing, too, in u loss due to surh & cause,

Shakespeare were destined to perish, they

should at least have been permitted to die
All that is leit to
rht have hap-

under the walla of Troy.

us is to conjecture what m

little later, or the typewriter had been in-
he might

vented a littlé earli Focday

of quulity and

pened of this poor playwright hud been borna l
e ripening intg an author |

(quantity, not to 1, playing off

spy di
und feet, or
tenocraphers going
anged to the golden

sand words per montd.

his humdingers with 1

keeping four relays of

while the presses
tune: of forty thoy

’ . e & possible
“We very much fear that if it is possi

to obtain publicity in such an easy “_5'"
as that which Dr. Leftwich otfers, we sna
soon be hearing some interesting fach
sbout other literary worth ',..-..Iul’.s:-.
beyond the possibility of : what E’
suid of their bodily or =v lis. We

ut Dant
mer climats
aithy and
1o truvel
widry proe

muy doubtless learn befure
ceased writing because the
of Florence was hot and

pasSsport regulations unfasvora
o thar Heomer guit becauspe
hibitionists set up their dismal dominstied

over Chios' roeky isle. ), we suspeeh
stopped philosophizing on seeount of ex
treme nervous debility induced by deprese

ing company snd a tepid domestic life, A8

for Bacon—but we f sur, lest At hi_’PB"
that he, too, was afflicted with writer's
CTamp.

“As for ourselves, we think that if the

case of Shakespeure culls for anything it

is that he he left alone, The Germas?

have been trying during the last yesr 10

prove, with their little habit of proving

the impossible, the ineredible, and the ln;

defensible, that Shakespeare was reslly ¢

Teutonic stock, and the Kaiser s n\'wl'"!

to have the plays re-edited from the poinf

of view of Berlin in 1918, Who will B

the first to form a Society for the Frotee

tion of Shakespeare, not only from tH
Kaiser and Dr. Leftwich, but from othe® !
who would lay ruthless hands upon hi#

memory to prove him mortal?”




